126	SIR WALTER SCOTT        jet. 45
his secret would be at the mercy of all who choose to ask
the question, since silence in such a case must always
pass for consent, or rather assent. But I have a mode
of convincing you that I am perfectly serious in my de-
nial— pretty similar to that by which Solomon distin-
guished the fictitious from the real mother — and that is,
by reviewing the work, which I take to be an operation
equal to that of quartering the child. But this is only
on condition I can have Mr. Erskine's assistance, who
admires the work greatly more than I do, though I think
the painting of the second Tale both true and powerful.
I knew Old Mortality very well; his name was Paterson,
but few knew him otherwise than by his nickname. The
first Tale is not very original in its concoction, and lame
and impotent in its conclusion. My love to Gifford. I
have been over head and ears in work this summer, or
I would have sent the Gypsies; indeed I was partly
stopped by finding it impossible to procure a few words
of their language.
Constable wrote to me about two months since, desir-
ous of having a new edition of Paul; but not hearing
from you, I conclude you are still on hand. Longman's
people had then only sixty copies.
Kind compliments to Heber, whom I expected at Ab-
botsford this summer; also to Mr. Croker and all your
four o'clock visitors. I am just going to Abbotsford to
make a small addition to my premises there. I have now
about 700 acres, thanks to the booksellers and the dis-
cerning public. Yours truly,
waltee scott.
P. S. — I have much to ask about Lord Byron if I
had time. The third canto of the Childe is inimitable.
Of the last poems, there are one or two which indicate
rather an irregular play of imagination.1 What a pity
that a man of such exquisite genius will not be contented
i Pariaina — The Dream — and the " Domestic Pieces," had been
recently published,

